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The Struggle Within 


There are so many things in life that are going on right now; | can't seem to handle them much longer. 


I've often found myself wondering what life really means to me, wasting my days and breaking many dreams 
for myself wandering around in this chaotic life of fame that our band, dubbed Guns N Roses, lives out 
everyday. We live a life revolved around music and just having fun and kicking ass, but that all seems to boil 
down to many hardships and complications these days. 


For one, we were forced to sign the GNR name over to Axl or else we would be expelled permanently from the 
band; out of a job, broke, in the gutter, just like we started out. | mean, we have tons of money, but we all 


blow it off on drugs, booze, possessions, and girls, ya know? 


We all have some skeletal shit going on inside ourselves and we never talk about it together in fear of 


lessening ourselves in each other's eyes. 


Izzy is gone now.. He couldn't handle the fame and fortune, and | love him like a brother and it killed me when 
he chose to leave, but he had to do what he had to do, you know? | just hope that Slash doesn't leave anytime 
soon; he's probably the only one in this band and life that is keeping me sane. 


Slash... Hell, he has many issues of his own and he comes to me for help with them. | worry about him 
because he's like a brother to me, ya know? | mean, I've known him since | joined he and Steven in Road Crew 
and since then, it's been a brothers-in-arms relationship, so to speak; we help each other out, ya know? But 


ultimately, | seem to pick up on his troubles and make them my own. 


| had thought about suicide before to get rid of my troubles, and much to the disbelief of many, I've almost 
attempted, despite a happy and carefree demeanor that | carry around most of the time. Sorta unexpected, 


huh? | mean, you wouldn't really expect to wake up one fine Saturday morning, pick up the paper and see "GNR 


BASSIST FOUND HALF DEAD AFTER SEVERAL SUICIDE ATTEMPTS," in there, would you? 
Nah, not many would, except those who know me as well as Slash does. 
Fuck, not even my own parents know, or any of my seven siblings. 


So here | am, drinking myself stupid as fuck thinking about life in general and how much it sucks ass, pretty 
much. Wonder what l'm gonna do next.. 


Well, let me talk about Slash for a while... 


See when | met him, there was a lot going on in his life with all the living in the gutter and starving and 
everything, ya know? And | knew that there was a lot going on in his mind that he wasn't getting to talk to 
anyone about because he wanted to keep it bottled inside because of fear that someone would degrade him and 
call him trash, thus digging him further into a hole. But | showed up, eventually, and started slowly unraveling 


those mysteries that laid deep inside of him, because he was seriously contemplating suicide at that time... 
„Just like he is now.. 


It makes me so depressed to see him this way. He's been so fucked up and strung out on heroin that he can't 


get his life straight. 


Axls bitching doesn't make it any better. | mean, all he does is whine and complain about how good we should 


play and all this shit and blah, blah, blah, ya know? Sad but true. 
Some people just don't know when to quit, | tell you. 


| recall one time when | was just doing my..well, what | like to call "nightly patrols" of the hallways of the hotel, 
and so | decided to stop by in Slash's room, just to say hello and stuff, ya know? 


Anyway, | walked in there and just let myself in, as | normally do and to my surprise, | found him curled up in 
a ball on the floor with tears pouring forth from his eyes. The sight hit me like a kick in the gut and | sat 


down beside him asking him what was upsetting him so bad. 


| remember him looking up to me, his eyes wide and full of pain as the tears ran down his face and soaked into 
the thick black blanket that he was wrapped in. He pulled away from me as | attempted to embrace him in 


consolation, only to almost scream at me. 
Y 


| looked at him confused and a sheer look of fear crossed his face as he barely spoke, " Swear that you won't 


tell anyone about this! Swear! No one knows about this, and | trust you, Duff, | really do.." 


| weakly nodded and watched as he took a deep breath then slowly pulled the sheets from his arms, revealing 
about five deep, bloody gashes in his flesh. 


| choked and swallowed hard at this sight... Damn, ya know? That's not something that you see everyday. 


| remember looking down at the blood stained sheets and carpeting; it had been years since I've seen Slash 


partake in this dangerous activity, and it worried me greatly. 
Things have been getting very stressful for everyone lately. 


Ill admit, even I've began slicing my skin as a way of easing the pain of confusion that | feel at many times in 


the day. 


Ill just sit here and drink a few more bottles of vodka to knock my ass silly and forget about this crap that's 


happening everyday that causes havoc on my mind almost incessantly. 
| swear that it never stops. 


Yeah, I've been thinking about taking my own life now.. I'm staring at a few pills, heroin filled syringes, and a 


nicely sharpened filet knife as of now..they're looking pretty good, too. 


| don't know what to do.. Maybe I'll just sit here and drink myself stupid.or else | could permanently damage 
myself for the rest of eternity and be done with it. 


Hell if | know. 


The Truth Is Exposed 


Slash just walks in.. Great. Thanks for fucking up my thinking time, man. 
I'm not pissed off, just kinda agitated ‘cos | was in deep thought right then. 


He sits beside me, looking at the items on the table and shaking his head. He picks up the knife and swiftly runs 
it over his forearm, leaving yet another bloody, soon-to-be scar on is arm. He seems to feel so shame in it, 


yet it shows in his face as a grimace of pain soon appears it. 
| look at him and sigh; there's no way in hell that I'm ready for that. 


| wonder what to do next..no telling with me. Maybe I'll figure it out later, ya know? As for now, | really need 


to think about my situation.. 


Slash looks at me then tugs on one of his curls. As he twists his hair around his index finger, he blinks twice 
and sighs. "Man, | don't know what the fuck to do anymore... I'm so sick of all this shit and it never seems to 


end. Over and over again, you know? Hell.” 


| shake my head and look down to the knife. There is a small amount of fresh blood on it, but | don't care, 
really. | pick it up anyway and eye it, seeing the light bounce off the blade and shine on the wall in front of me. 


It feels like there's something seriously wrong inside of me as | begin to cleave the word "FUCK" into the skin 
on my right forearm; it feels oddly good and relieving in a way, and that's something that | just can't explain 


| see Slash cringe in the slightest way as the snapping and crunching sound of skin being severed fills the 
otherwise silent air, even louder than all the cars outside honking and random people sticking their heads out 
the window of their cars and yelling, "Hey, buddy! Move your bucket of bolts already, will ya?!" during 5 o'clock 


rush hour traffic. 


My arm starts stinging from the incisions on it and blood begins pouring from it, but that was normal when 
you used a sharp filet knife, ya know? The blood starts to pool on the table, actually; | think that | cut too 
deep, but oh well. | don't care at this point in time. 


"Man, | don't think that this is worth it, Slash. H's getting way too fucking tough out here and no one listens to 
us anymore. What's the use?" | almost whisper as | lay the knife back to its proper spot on the table, looking 
at Slash the entire time. 


He shakes his head. "I don't know, Duff. This sucks; it really does. | mean, we're in one of the biggest bands in 

the world and everyone thinks that we don't have problems. Bullshit. We need someone else to talk to at times 
besides ourselves, you know? I've tried to see someone about this junk and no one will take me in and at least 
listen and | mean everyone else that I've talked to besides you. Izzy and | used to be able to talk at times, but 


now that he's gone, that's one less outlet..." 


| slam my forehead on the table and run my fingers through my hair, pulling on it as | clench my fists. "Yeah, 
| know. SHIT. Nothing seems like it's any fun anymore. Feels like | have no friends and that everyone's fucking 
ignoring me and trying to get away when they see me near by; denying me, if you will. This just isn't the life 
that | expected when | moved to LA in search of something better than what | had in my situation in Seattle. | 
mean, I've met some awesome people and everything, but sometimes the way that you get treated sucks. Like 
that one time that they just told us to get on the plane, shut up, and if anyone talked then we would be kicked 
off it, literally. That shit's not cool. | did not move to LA to get thrown off no plane and listen to Axl bitch. 
When the band started off, it was okay, ya know? Now here we are, not even T or 8 years later and he's all 
bitchy and domineering, trying to control everything, even when we breathe and stuff. I'm sick of it. And 
there's been so much other stuff going on and | don't know what to do." 


"I wish that there was something that | could do for you, and | do the best that | can, but | feel that that's 
not enough, though, because you're so unhappy. I'm your friend and I'm supposed to help you, but all I'm doing 
is bringing you down even more. I'm more fucked up than you think | am. Remember how | told you that | was 


going to try to reduce my heroin intake...’ 
| look up at him and raise an eyebrow. "Yeah, why?" 


He sighs and looks at the table as he buries his face in his hands, then looks through parts between his index 
and middle fingers. "I-| haven't. I've been worse than I've ever been before. Remember that time that | said | 
was out that night running through some riffs and runs for your solo record? Well.. | wasn't. | O.Ded and was 
in the hospital for that night getting my veins pulled up and everything." 


" Damn... How much did you take?" 
"Hell if | know... | think about..maybe 4 syringes full in a span of 5 hours, and | had a few bottles of Jack, too...” 


My eyes nearly pop out from my skull. "What?! Goddamn! But Slash, you promised that you would try your 
best to quit! You could've died.. ..Wait.." 


| pause, and he looks down at the white carpeting on the floor, then back up at me. A look of guilt crosses his 
face and he seems to go white as his eyes start to well up with tears. "You know, l-l was trying to do just 
that. I'm so sick of living like this, damn it! I'm sorry, okay! I'm just so fed up! | am a HORRIBLE friend for lying 
to you like that, | know, but | just can't handle it anymore!" 


| feel the punch of my own shame hit me in the gut about this time and | stare at the floor before looking 
back up at Slash. Seeing him cry hurts me just as much as knowing that | too went against his plea, and | also 
begin to shed tears. "I'm a hypocrite, man.. I've been as bad as | was on the Use Your Illusion tours with all 
the vodka and cocaine and heroin.|'ve probably been doing way more drugs than you, but still, | broke the line 


of trust also... I've been taking all these speedballs and shit, mixing all sorts of drugs and..well, a lot. I'm sorry 


for that, too..." 


| pick up the bottom of my scruffy, old, black T-shirt and wipe a few tears from my face. Now that | think 

about it, I've done way much more than | could handle as far as drugs go and as far as booze goes, too. I've 
been shipped off to the hospital because of overdoses about..0 times in the past month or so.. Yeah, told ya 
it was pretty bad. | feel guilty for doing it though because | let my best friend down; | let everyone down. 


‘lm just sick of the whole lot, man. Every time | step outside, the paparazzi are outside awaiting me and there 
they go, snap, snap, snap, click, click, click with those Goddamn cameras of theirs just wanting to put some 
perverse lie about us into the tabloids and press, the bastards. And | could swear that when l'm lying in bed at 
night, someone's looking in through the window, ya know? Just like a fucking stalker or something. It's creepy.” | 
look at Slash and pick up a tissue -and | have no idea where | get it from, but | do. - | hand it to him, and he 
shrugs it away and turns, leaving his back to face me. " Dude, you ok?" 


"No, Duff. No I'm not. I'm sick of living his life this way. I'm sick of having people freak out every time they see 
us, but | love the fans, you know? The tried and true fans that come to our show in town and we try our 
best to remember them and all, but they're always there. I'm tired of seeing lies being printed about us in the 
news, which are completely uncalled for and | hate that Axl always has to leave in the middle of a set and just 
abandon us and all the fans. | mean, | love being out there onstage and playing guitar; it's an exhilarating 
experience when you have yourself and the entire crowd getting into it and it's just such an awesome thing. 
But when the lead singer ditches you onstage, what more do you have to do but defend yourself from the 
clutches of pissed off, rioting fans? There's so much stress happening and | just can't deal with it anymore." 
He turns and looks at me as he stands up and headed towards the door, his face full of distress and agony as 
he finally says, "I'm sorry, Duff. | really am," then shuts the door, leaving me in the dark with a mere candle 
lighting the room from which | was pouring wax onto my left forearm, then peeling it off and discarding it onto 


the carpeted floor. 


| stare blankly at the closed door, wishing that he would come back; | pray that he doesn't do anything that he 
will regret. seriously do. Now there's really nothing left to do but go to bed, | guess.. 


The Bloody Let Down 


About 3:45 in the morning, a loud, booming bang hits on my hotel door; it sounds somewhat like a body.. 
| slowly get out of bed and creep my way to the door. "Who is it?" 


The slow, stalled drawls of Slash's voice came from the opposite side of the door, as there was another loud 


bang. " Dude, come on, open up the door..." 


| quickly open the door and catch a collapsing Slash in my arms. Before | could ask anything, he almost 
whispers, "You know, man, I've been thinking..there's really no use down here on this place that we call home... 


and you're an awesome guy..but | have to leave you here... ..| can't deal anymore..." 


| looked at him shocked, trying to trace out his face in the dark. "What? What do you mean leave me here? 


Where are you going?" 
"Away. Permanently." 


| reach for the light switch, trying my best not to drop him as | did so; what | see scares the living hell out 


of me. 


Slash is in my arms, his blood glistening all over them, my bare chest and soaking deep into carpet. | look out 
the door down the hallway and there is a trail of fresh blood laid upon the white tile leading up to my door. 


Blood almost completely covers him... 
"Oh my God.. W-what happened? D-did you..?" | stutter, looking down at him. 


He begins turning pale as he weakly nods. "I deserve to, damn it. | haven't helped anyone in this pathetic life of 


mine. Honestly, Duff, what can you say I've done? NOTHING!" 


| want to slap him so bad for saying this. "You have too, Slash! Look at how many people you influence by the 
Guns records that we sell each year! Look at all the fans coming to the gigs! You are a part of that, damn it! 
You are one of the people that make this band, you're one of us and you pull everything together. Don't say 

that you haven't done anything, because you'd be lying to yourself! Just look at all we've done, man; look how 
far we've come, and all the hardships that we've endured...” 


"Still makes no difference, Goddamn it! There're so many other bands like us out there just waiting to get out 
and we're just one of the lucky few that just happened to break through above all the rest. Whoop-de-fuckin'- 
do!" 


My mind races. | don't even want to argue with him; | just want a hospital. 


| pick him up in my arms and rush to the elevators, pushing everyone and everything down in my path, no 
matter what it was. Instead of waiting for the elevators to get up to our floor, | decide to take the stairs 
instead. | dash down them, trying not to trip over any discarded items as well as stairs and trying not to drop 


Slash, which is the hardest task at hand. 


When | reach the bottom floor after 7 flights of stairs, | take the emergency exit out of the hotel, --fire 
escape or not-- out onto the street. Freezing cold air meets my bare flesh and almost numbs my body 


completely as many people on the crowded sidewalk stop and stare. 


"Goddamn it, get out of my way! It's an emergency!" | yell and curse as | plow my way through seas of people 


that dot the curbs and walkways of the city. 


‘Its no use, Duff. Just let me die, damn it! Don't worry about me, I'll be fine! Let me die in dignity!" Slash 
exclaims as he grabs hold of my lock n chain, pulling my head down to his, trying to stop me. His eyes are wide 
and full of hurt and fear as he looks at me with those huge pleading eyes, begging me to just leave him in the 
street. 


| pull away, knowing that he could good and fucking well die, but I'm NOT going to let him! 


| turn the corner and there's a finally a hospital. The low, red glow of the word "HOSPITAL" illuminates Slash's 


face and | can clearly see that he isn't going to make it unless he gets help immediately. 


| run all the way around the huge building through piles and piles of mushy, freezing snow until | get to the 


emergency room. 


| rush in and almost throw Slash on the counter begging the receptionist, "Please, just take him in and do 
something with him! He's almost dead!" 


She looks at me from behind thick-rim glasses and wrinkles her nose as she says, "Well, sir, you have to sign 


these papers explaining why he's in this condition and if you have insurance or not." 

| nearly grab her by the collar of her bleached white jacket, but instead, | slam my bloody hands on the clean, 
white desk and yell, "Jesus! Can't you see that this is an emergency, lady?! What's up with you! He's gonna die 
if ya don't do something soon!" 

"Well sir, the paperwork..." 

"| don't give a flying fuck about the paperwork, damn it! If you won't do anything, I'll do it myself!" 

| pick up Slash from the table where his body leaves almost a puddle of blood and | push my way through 


people once again and kick open the double doors demanding to see the doctor. "Where're the doctors? We have 


an emergency here!" 


| grab the closest guy that looks like a doctor and ask, "You a doctor?" 


This tiny, stocky man looks up at me with wide eyes; | obviously scare him. "Umm, why yes | am. Oh my God! 
What happened?!" 


| don't know, but come on, let's do something about this!" 

| carry Slash into some bright white room and place him onto the table as the doctor quickly puts on some 
gloves and other stuff that | have no idea what is, and before | know it, l'm shoved out of the room by about 
5 or 6 nurses. | fight as hard as | can, but it's no use; they won't let me stay. 


| admit my defeat and go back and sit in the waiting room, well, not sitting, but pacing and thinking. 


Small, little kids stare at me with big eyes, wondering about me and | have no idea why, so in my frustration, | 
make evil faces at them, which causes them to go hide behind their mothers. Typical little shits. 


"That's him, sir. That's the guy!" | heard the receptionist lady yell over the buzz of the TV and low roar of 


the few people in the waiting room. 
Goddamn it, if it isn't a cop.. 
Well, | can tell you one thing, I'm not going down without a fight! 


Next thing you know, I'm dashing my way through rows of chairs and jumping over small children trying to 


escape the clutches of justice. | don't even know what | did wrong! What the hell is going on here? 


"Sir, please stop. You're not under arrest; | just want to ask you a few questions.” the officer says, inching his 


way closer to me. 


| sneer at him. "Bullshit. All you want to do is put me in the pin for no apparent reason at all, but just for 
bringing my best friend in here!" 


"What the? No it's not that, its just that you're the bassist from Guns N Roses, arent you?" 
"Maybe. Why?" 

"Im a huge fan of you guys! Now tell me, what happened here that Slash is in the ER?" 

What the... How'd he know about Slash..? Fans..they always pop up in the weirdest places.. 


| breakdown and curl up into a little ball on the floor, assuming a fetal position, if you will, and start bawling. "l 


don't know! | don't know what happened, but he just showed up at my door and he was like that!" 


The officer is about to answer when that doctor that | had grabbed hold of comes out and asks for a Michael 
McKagan. 


| stand up, wiping a few tears from my face with what part of my arm isn't bloody and walk up to him. "Well... 
is he ok?" 


He looks up at me a bit worried. "Well, he's conscious for the most part, but he has a lot of blood loss. He told 
us to look for you by ‘Michael McKagan, just so you know. But umm..do you know what happened to him? 
What caused him to be in this position?" 


| shake my head and tears begin to well up in my eyes again. "No, | don't. | don't know.. What was the damage 
done?" 


He sighed. "Well, a lot. He has many gashes and slices in his flesh and it appears that he was carving names 
and words into his skin as if he wanted it permanently written on him." 


| look up at him a bit confused. "What do you mean? Like what words?" 
"It seems to be lyrics or something. Something along the lines of, ‘With all the reasons you give, It's kind of 
hard to believe, But who am | to tell you that I've seen any reason why you should stay, Maybe we'd be 


better off without you anyway. ' There's more to it, but | can't remember it all.” 


| swallow hard and whisper to myself, "Holy hell..\Coma'..| see it now.. Why couldn't | see it before..? Can | see 
him any time soon? Please?" 


The doctor nods and takes me to the back room, then opens the curtain, revealing Slash lying in bed with 3 or 
4 IV's coming out of him. 


Damn... 


| sit beside him on the bed and look at the blood that they have dripping along with the IV's. As he looks up at 


me, his eyes well up with tears as he tries to speak, but he can't. 


"Shh, man just relax; thats all that you can do now." | try my best to ease his nerves, which must be standing 


on end by Now. 


He still looks up at me, then slowly raises his hands and mimics a pen and paper. | nod and reach to the desk 


next to the bed and pull out a small notebook along with a pen and hand it to him. 


He takes it from me and writes, "Hey, Duff, I'm really sorry about this... I'm such an idiot for it and its my 
entire fault. | was pushed to the edge, and | apologize." 


"Slash, you don't have to apologize, the best thing is that you're here and you're ok. That's all that matters to 


me. We all get pushed way too far, but | guess that that's a part of life, ya know? I'm, just glad that you're 
still here." 


Tears slowly make their way down his face and | gently wipe them away with a tissue from the box on the 


table. This is insane, you know? I'm just glad that he didn't die. 

| look down at his arms, and the gashes are there, but they're stitched up. On his chest lay the lyrics. just 
they're not that deep of cuts, but deep enough to draw blood for a long while and they're cleaned out real 
good; | have no idea what else Slash go into, but at least he's still here. 

| don't know what I'd do without him. So many things have been happening lately and this is one of those days 
that | won't ever forget. | don't know if | saved him, but | know that | had a part in it and good thing that | did 
because that would be one less good person that we have on this hectic planet that we call home. 

"Hey, Slash?" 

He looks up at me and cocks his head to the side, questioning me. 


"Know what? Its gonna be alright, man. We're gonna make it, | promise you that we will” 


He slightly smiles at me then rests his head on the pillow, quietly falling asleep with the same smile still placed 
upon his face as he sighs, then drifts off. 


"Hey, Duff? Thanks." 


